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Taste 
Jimmy tastes like childhood, like rain-speckled swings and grass-stained clothes, cold drinks with too much 
sugar and lazy afternoons spent lying on sun-warmed carpets. He tastes like home, like safety from the road 


and the flashing cameras. 


They are lounging in pajamas at Robert's kitchen table, eating dessert they picked up at a local store. Robert 


sinks his fingers into Jimmy's soft curls, and slowly licks the spot of caramel ice cream from his lower lip. 
Jimmy pushes him away and rubs his mouth fiercely. "Eurgh." 


"You taste better than the ice cream," says Robert, and smiles when Jimmy groans and hides his face in his 


hands. 


Sound 


Robert is not used to silence; nor is he fond of it. From the time he was in smocks, his ears were filled with 
the abrasive clash of construction work or the swoop and swagger of Elvis Presley. He cannot even remember 


a time he did not sway to the blues. 


And Jimmy Page is not silent under the glare of stage-lights and the adoring stares of thousands. His guitar - 


haunting, poignant, perhaps a trifle frightening - is an extension of his arms, singing in place of his mouth. 


But when he is writhing beneath Robert amid tumbled hotel sheets, sweat glistening at the hollow of his throat 
and curls clinging to his brow, he is tight-lipped and shy as a clam. He bites his own hand to keep quiet, 
breaking pale flesh and drawing tiny beads of blood. 


"Let go, Page," Robert breathes, his hair falling over his shoulders and veiling them both from the world He 
plants a languid trail of kisses down the other's neck and toys with a leathery nipple, his fingers just this side 
of rough. 


"Someone might hear," says Jimmy in a hoarse whisper. His eyes are screwed shut, tears glistening at their 


corners. 


"Scream for me." 
"No " 


"Scream," Robert repeats, in a tone that leaves no room for argument. He angles his hips and thrusts, hard, 


and is rewarded. 
Smell 


Jimmy is slovenly, which can be annoying, and short, which is endearing. He insists that he is neat and denies 
that he is short. For some reason, he barely touches his own wardrobe. Instead, he slips on Robert's tee 
shirts, whose sleeves flap at his elbows, and filches his jeans, whose ends are frayed from scraping against 
the ground. He gnaws at the front of whatever top he's wearing when he's anxious. 


So Robert's clothes carry Jimmy's scent. He's not sure what Jimmy really smells like - he just smells like 


Jimmy, with a touch of whiskey and earth and fire. 
Robert wants to ask why he doesn't wear his own clothes, since they can walk into any posh store in the 
world and grab whatever they want, and anyway Jimmy's cabinet is full to bursting. Perhaps he should buy 


him some over-sized garments, since that's what Jimmy seems to like. 


But when he wraps his old polka-dotted scarf around his neck and gets a whiff of Jimmy, he decides to let it 


be. 
Touch 


Sex is not new to Robert. He's had more women than he cares to remember, in the wildest ways imaginable. 
Nothing intimidates him; nothing can make his cheeks grow hot or his tongue forget how to form words. He 
walks with a swagger, shoulders thrown back and chin held high. 


Jimmy only has to brush his fingers against Robert's hip and give a lopsided grin, and Robert trips over his 


own feet and falls headlong into the hollering audience. 
Sight 


Robert's seen his share of ugliness, but has become accustomed to looking at beautiful things. Tiled roofs 
swept with rain, mist settling over rolling hills, throngs of cheering people as far as the eye can see. Girls like 
porcelain dolls, with masses of blonde hair and rouge-dusted cheekbones and faux leather purses slung across 
their torsos. He likes these girls, likes the way their lipstick stains coffee mugs in the morning and the way 
they raise their fine eyebrows in sarcasm. These are the kind of girls who get backstage passes and the 


opportunity to boast to their friends. 


But it is Jimmy he cannot tear his eyes away from. Jimmy, who arches his back on stage, hair a wild mess 
and dark as the night sky, mouth parted as if in the throes of ecstasy. Jimmy, whose long fingers fly across 
the strings of his guitar, unbuttoned jacket slipping off one bony shoulder, beaming as if nothing in the world 


could possibly be wrong, not when there's music and someone to listen 


Robert catches Jimmy's arm in the wings before a show to wish him luck, and glimpses bright eyes filled with 
joy and fear and childlike wonder. The universe topples and turns and crashes and he knows he is either mad or 


in love. 


